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PAN-AMERICANISM. Hy Roland G.
1'sher, professor of history, Wash-
ington University, St. Louis; author
of “Pan-Germanism,” ete. New
York: The Century (Company,

R. USHER'S *“Pan-German-
ism.” publirhed in 1913, was
at once given enthusiastic
credit as a competent sur-
vey, a brilllant summary, of

the web of BEuropean politics with

Prussia ns =& radiating center and

source of inevitable international com-

plications. It was, however, only with
the outbreak of the present war that
the truly prophetic character of this
correct appraisal of conditions and
events hecame apparent. Tdke its
predecessor, “Pan-Americanism™ 18, in
gubstance, a forecast of the ‘“inevitable
clash hetween the Tnited States and

Furope’s vietor” when the present war

shall have reached its end. The strug-

gle will come, arcording to this writer,
for control of the expanding trade fleld
of Latin America. “What will the

Tnlted States do in that event?’ is the

question whose consideration leads to

& thoreugh discussion of the fors and

againats a pan-Ameriean alliance, an

economie solidarity of the western
hemisphere, In a foreword the author
mtates the American problems set by
this war He then points out the sit-
wation of the western world in the sum

of itz powers of excluston, and the lim-

{tations thereto. From this tople he

passes to Furopean and Asiatic policies

and motives, whereln expansion and
aggression have open place. This
brings the discussion to the theory of
pan-Americaniam, to the Monroe doc-
trine and the power of the United

States tn maintain it, te a statement

of the argument for armament, to a

reckoning nf the price of disarmament

—all of these important elements in the

“inevitable clash,’™ Authoritative, dis-

ecerning. unhiased and sane, this study

ta an illuminating and bhrilliant sum-
marv of facts and condftions whose
~nnelusions are left open. as thev must

Wa left onen An incomparably fine

~nd useful hook, whose highest read-

fme wnint je the immediate present.

~epwANY, FRANCE. RUSSIA AND
ISLAM. By Heinrich von Treitschke.
wWith a forgword by George Have_n
Twinam. New York: G. P. Putnam’s

2ons.

Heinrich von Treitschke stands, In
fmmediate notice, as the instructor and
{nspi=ation of Bernhardi, now suddenly
famous through his "Germany and the
Next War.” He is, also, the biographer
of Bismarck, and the enthusiastic ad-
vocate of Bismarck’'s Prussian policy
of militarism and expansion. More than
this, he iz the interpreter of Frederick
the Great in a political program that is
pgaid to reach and include the pres=ent
war. Living, he was in his own person
and outlonk a perfect embodiment of

the Prussian ideal. A dominatinz man,
a :?r]l"i‘.lu'\' hedd and brillinnt thinker,
an authoritative and captivating writer.

ph his work, a vital
he remains, throuch i
foree in the shaping of German
thought The essava of this volume

°E t rint during the twenty-five
e oo 1550. In large part

years following '
Thev review the immediate results of
the Franen-German war, and sketeh, in

autline. the politics and diplomacy of |

he nations pamed in this title, “What
t\\'v Demand of France” is the swollen
thetwe of one of these essavs. It is,
in sum. a review of the history af Al-
gace and lorraine, put forth as support
und justification of the Prussian elaim
apon this territory. “In Memory of the
Great War® is an outburst of German
gelf-exaltation, characteristic and elo-
the outcome of that war.

quent, on 4 A1
“Gustavus  Adelphus  and Germany's
Freedom'™ iz a bingraphical sketch of
ihe “Lion of the North Land,” whom

its ie 1 i 5 FETIORNY A8
Treitschke appropriates to Germany
1he champion of Protestant Christian-

jtv. In *"Turkey and the Great \':-—E
tions,” written in 1876 at the time of |
the Kusso-Turkish war, Treitschke
makes Germany stand like a blood

¥
rother to the Muscovite in his assault
T:p’:)tr} the Turk. whereas her attitude
toward the Enelish is as alien and hos-
tile as it is today. So obvious is it
from evers side that this historian has
had tremendous influence in shaping
the foreign policy of Germany that no
student of modern Germany can afford

assume that he never wrote a better
one or a more interesting and worth
while one than this.

THE POLI.ICAL SCIENCE OF JOHN
ADAMS. By Correax Moylan Walsh.
New York: G. P. Putnam’'s Sons.

This is, in substance, a study of the
doctrine of mixed government, that is a
government with separate departments
and powers which are speclfically cal-
culated to check and valance one an-
other. Materially modified, this theory
forms the hasis of our own state and
federal constitutions. And since John

Adams was one of the most infloen-

tial and persistent advocatee of thils

Zeneral plan as the one upon which our

government should be formed, this

writer uses the political theory of

Adams ar the foundatlion of his discus-

sion. The spirit of the study is that of

controversy. With an obviously sub-
versive intent, Mr. Walsh examines
into the nature and eftect of a two-
house leglslature that is Intanded to
act, and doea act, as a quite perfect
system of checks and balances. He ar-
gues this plan out as an obstructive
and static mechanism, inherently use-
lesa for the dynamic requirements ot
an expanding democracy. The sum of
the argument points directly and
strongly upon a one-house leglslature as
the clear instrument of republicanism.
The examples of this plan, however,
are top meager in number, too obscurs
in character and too feebly supported
by data, to carry complete conviction
in any concrete and accomplished
sense. The writer is keen in scrutiny,
ready ipn argument and thorough in
treatment. The hook i{s, thereforas,
stimulating. Tt constitutes an admi-
rable review of the period covering the
formation of our government, and fur-
nishes besides a suggestive chapter of
what is, in effect, no more than a spec-
ulative political theory.
BRUNEL'S TOWER.

By Eden Phill-

pots, author of “Faith Tresilion,™
etc. New York: The Macmillan
Company.

“Brunel's Tower" is the story of a
pottery community In the west coun-
try of England. And, coming out from
it, the reader feela that he has served
an apprentice term 1o the potter's
trade, He has trundled clay from the
pit. He has learned how to "throw
elay” to turn pots, to fire and decorate
and finish them to the falr satlsfaction
of his exacting employer, DMaster
George Easterbrook of Brunel's Tower
factory. And now he has ap instinct to
clean up a bit—to get the red clay out
of his hair, off from hie face and hands
and clothes—and look about for some-
thing human and interesting and pleas-
urable. To be sure, there ig a fine
idealism here In Easterhrook's devo-
tion to his art, for It is an art to him.
And one marvels at the way in which
he has bullt his men into pottery, so to
spean. And there {8 B story of sorts
ahout a lad who came to Easterbrook
under circumstances of a suspicious
nature, and who developed also to he a
part of the dominating and absorbing
personality of the “master.” And, of
course, one always loves the west
country &g Iden FPhillpots feels and
projects it. But, all in all, this is a
disappointing novel, simply because
the human element in it is too arid, too
little inspired by bix human interests
and sympathies.

NEIGHBOURS. By Herbert Kaufman,
author of “Do Something! Be Some-
thing!” etc. New York: George H.
Doran Company.

Plck this little book up of a morn-
ing before setting out for the office.
Open it anywhere and get a good grip
on the whole-heartedness and solid

common sense that step out to meet
one there. Ten to one that the person

who does this will set off on his day
keen to a dozen interesting things of
whose exlstence even he was hitherto
unaware. Day by day with this morn-
ing draught the discoveriea will mul-

tiply. And, by and by, because of
these near-at-hand things—of these
“neighbore,” so to speak—the world

will open out as a most exciting place,
and the daily life will prove to be the
really great adventure. And vet these
are nothing but little pietures. They
are only tiny sketches of men and
women and children, of stray cats and
lost dogs both animal and human, ot
old memories and buried sentiments
and fresh inspiratione—all urgent,
possessing, impelllng. A heart  that
appears to be about as big as the world
is behind these pictures. And, in the
making of them, there iz a genuine
gift for gefting this bigness out in
terms of human sympathy and sturdy
good cheer, a power that seizea one
and either convinces him or convicts
him, ag his particular case may be,

JOHNNY APPLESEED: The Romance
of the Sower. By Eleanor Atkin-
son, author of “Greyfriars Bobby.”
[lustrated by Frank T. Merrill New
York: Harper & Brothers.

Jonathan Chapman was a8 New Eng-
land nureervman, one of a bhand of
pioneers who crossed the Alleghanles
to settle western Pennsylvania and the
Ohio country. But where others set
up homes, “Johnny Appleseed,” as in
affection he came to be known through-
out the region, kept to the road. For,
possessing the temper of a poet, he
turned the homely business of tree
planting into a passion for blessing the
new land with the spring beauty of
blossoming apple orchards and the

autumn bounty of this sovereign fruit
of the north. The author of “Greyfriars
Bobby,” In the same rare svmpathy
that coneceived and with the same dell-

cate art that perfected this matchless
story of the little dog of Greyfriars
churchyvard, here tells the story of
Johnny Appleseed, the "heroic orchard-
ist.” *“Half mystic, half poet, a lover
of nature and of his fellow men, his
long life of solitary and perilous wan-
dering, always in the van of migration,
was consecrated to the blossoming of
the wilderness. Three-gquarters of a
century ago he was still a loved and
revered guest in the cabins of our
grandfatherse. Some of his trees may
be standing today; but the man who
planted them has receded to a dlm,
legendary flgure. Let us recover what
may be known of him, restore him to
his time and place, recall the almost
incredible conditions under which ha
did his inspired task. I.et ua give him
again his meed of love and gratitude
for a beautiful life of self-sacrifice
that asked no reward, and that came
in old age to some end obscure and
lonely."”

THE WINNING OF LUCIA: A Love
Story. By Amella E. Barr, author of
“The Bow of Orange Ribbon,” etc.
Illustrated by . H. Taffs. New
York: D. Appleton & Co.

A young girl's love, a8 theme for the
modern novel, iz in pretty complete
eclipse, On the one hand it 15 obscured
by the larger effulgence of the love
affairs of her grandmother. ©On the
other it iz dimmed by the luster of
pseudo-scientific problems expressed In
terms of sex, and written into current
fiction. The round and dimpled pretti-
nesses of young love ars nowadays as-
signed to the milk-teeth stage of read-
ing, and only the most ingenious of

writers can invest them with any sort
of charm for the reading requirements
of world-wise folks. Amelia Barr's
wide popularity has alwavs lain in her
appeal to the fresh and unsophisti-
cated vears of life. And “"The Winning

of Lucia,” is of a plece with the gen-
erally wholesome and engaging char-
acter of this writer's work. With a
bit of Scotland as background, with a
noble lord as one wooer and a nobler
man &s another, the winning of Luecla,
who is mostly prettiness and caprice,
rogresses In the familiar maze of
ove's cross-currents.

THE PROGRESSIVE MOVEMENT. By
Benjamin Parke Des Witt, A, M.,
LI. B. New York: The Macmillan
Company.

This study gathers up In a very broad
and general way the mass of reform
experiments that have within the past
decade or so engaged every phass of
soclal activity. The author analyzes
the principlel and motives underlying
this great reform movement, for the
sake of showing that what Is known
as progressivism in politics is merely a
part of this larger aspect of reform
The study then passes Into a discussion
of the progressive movement in its
influence upon the aims and methods of
each of the political partiea In the
United States. It widena from this
point to a consideration of the move-
ment in Its national aspect as this ex-
presses iteelf in various measures of
government regulation and control. It
passes therefrom to a consideration of
progressivism In etate and municipal
matters, through election laws, control
of the judiclary, efficiency measures
and plans for the relief of economieo
and social distress. The study sums to
a compact and comprehensive discus-
sion of current tendencies in American
politics.

BOOKS RECEIVED,

ENGLAND AND GERMANY IN THE
WAR;: Lettera to the Department of
State. By Robert J. Thompson,
American consul, Aix-Ia-Chapelle,

Germany (resigned). Boston: Chap-
ple Publishing Company, Ltd.

THE REMEDY. By William H. Har-
vey. Chicago: The XMundus Fub-

lishing _ompany.

THE HOLY WAR; “Made in Germany.”
By Dr. C. Snouck Hurgronje, pro-
fessor of the Arabic language in the
T'niversity of Leiden, Holland, ete.
With a word of Introduction by
Richard J. H. Gottheil, Columbia
University, N. Y. New York: . F.
Putnam's Sons.

THE HEART OF UNCLE. TERRY. By
Charles Clark Munn, author of
“Pocket Ieland,” ete. Tllustrated by
W. 1. Howea. Boston: Lothrop, Lee
& Bhepard Company.

IN BELGIUM.
1Mustrated
Loth-

WHEN 1 WAS A BOY
By Robert Jonckheere
from photographs Boston:
rop, Lee & Shepard Company.

LITTLE RED HOUSE SERIES—_THE
RED HOUSE CHILDREN'S YEAR.
By Amande M Douglas. Illustrated
by Louiss Wyman. Boston: Loth-
rop, Lee & Shepard Company.

THE SLEEPY-TIME STORY-BOOHK. By
Ruth O. Dyer. Frontisplece by Allce
Barber BStephens. Decorations by
Bertha D. Hoxle. Boston: Lothrop,
Lee & Shepard Company.

ARNOLD'S LITTLE BROTHER. By Hd-
na A Brown, author of “Four Gor-
dons,” etec. Illustrated by John
Goss. Boston: Lothrop, Lee & Shep-
ard Company.

SIGNS AND SYMBOLS OF
ISTRY. By Minerva Wise.
Published by the author.

SIX DRAMAS OF AMERICAN RO-
MANCE AND HISTORY. By Frank-
lin P. Norton. New York: The
Schulte Press.

PALM-
Detroit:

HE Society of Washington Artists’

Il twenty-fourth annual exhibition,
which opened in the hemicycle of
the Corcoran Gallery of Art a week ago,
continues to attract much interest, and
with good reason, for it is a very pleas-
ing and meritorious display. There are
not one but many pictures in this exhibi-
tion which a lover both of art and nature
might well be glad to possess, and this is
saying much as exhibitions go nowadays.
‘For, after all, a vlever painting does not
always make a good companion and there
are many works that are technically in-
teresting and yet not such as one would
care to own. What is more, the prices of
these paintings are extremely reasonable,
ranging frora $15 to $500, the majority
being from $150 down. Thus they are
well within the reach of those of so-called
moderate means. Quite a different matter,
1t would seem, from those works which sell
up in the thousands and are therefore
only for the well endowed Institutions and
the wealthy.
There has been no little complaint in
recent vears that good pletures do com-
mand such high prices, but it would some-
times seem as if it were the price which
wllured, Ceértainly in the long run there
are more high than low priced pictures
sold.  Perhaps because price would seem
tn carry a guarantee of merit—perhaps
also because it s usually associated with
a name, one which has the glamour of
distinetion.

But neither of these tokens 1s an al-
together safe guide, as some very poor
pictures are sometimes painted by well
Enown artiste and sold at high prices,
whereus on the other hand some ex-
cellent works have been produced by
painters quite obscure and have sold
for almest nothing. FPaintings by
Innes and Wyant, Homer Martin and
Blakelock, which today bring thou-
sands, could at the tme they were
pitinted be had for a songz. The great
thing 1% to recognize worth regardless
6f prejudice and to Kknow what iz and
wihat 1s not really worth while. Then
one may buy fearlessly and with a cer-
tainty of gooud return upon the invest-
ment—a return in pleasure and satis-
faction if not actually in money,

It is surprising how many truly de-
lightful pictures there are in this ex-
hibition—plctures well painted and fine
in feeling. And it I8 no less amazing
that such should seem to go begging. It

overlooking

im not the pictures which are at fault
but rather am apparently blind public
its opportunity. Of course
no one is under obligation to buy ple-
tures or to support the fine arts. but
having a Treal love of art 1t would nat-
urally be found the highest delight to
do s0. >
It has been said that the artist’s pub-
lic is to be consldered en mass, where-
A8 the dramatist's public Is always one
person, or more literally an aggrega-
tion of individuals, and to a great ex-
tent this is true, but the painter does
make Intimate and personal appeal
and is best rewarded by direct and per-
sonal appreclation. To the one sympa-
thetle passerby he says: “Come and see
this loveliness that 1 have seen’—and
when there |s understanding response
he lIs satisfied. Such is the real sig-
nificance of a purchase. i
There are a good many plctures in
this exhibition which make precisely
this intimate and personal appeal. For
example, Mr. Messer's two charming
landscapes, small in dimensions, but
full of the biz feeling of outdoors and
the evening hour; Mr. Brooke's duck
pond at Gloycester, Miss Keliyv's dawn
in the Catskills, Miss Sawtelle's wood
interior, Mr. Seaton's several little
landscapes, Misa Howell's roses, Miss
Anna Hasselman's glimpse of a college
vard, Miss Noves' sun-steeped country
house. And these are not all. There
are some excellent figure studies which
are of much more than passing interest
Sculpture has added quite a note of
interest to this display as a whole.
Mr. Zolnay, Mr. Bush-Brown and DMr.
Brooks have contributed generously
and of their best. Mr. Dunbar and Mr.
Hannan are also well represented.
The exhibition continues until April
25 and is open to the public Friday
evenings from £ to 10 o'clock, as well

as on week days from 9 to 4 and on Sun-
day afterncons.

*
= »

N exhibltion of paintings and draw-
ings by John Ross Key was opened

in the artists’ studio In the Corcoran
building April 5 and wlll continue
until the 25th. This comprises twenty-
two oll paintings and eleven drawings
in charcoal, all of which are compara-
tively recent works. Collectively, they
make a most interesting and attractive
showing. Many of the paintings, fur-
thermore, have preat subjective in-
terest, being of historie places. One,
for instance, shows the bhirthplace of
Francis Scott Key, the author of the

Star Spangled Banner, which was like-
wise the artist’s ancestral home, while
another pictures the old Georgetown
residence of the author of our national
song. The old home, which was situ-
ated In Maryvland not far from Fred-
erick, was a mansion of the colonial
type, and Mr. Key, partly from memory,
has repictured it with great charm, re-
viving the life and apirit of the fine
old place. He has also pleasantly in-
terpreted the Octagon, now owned by
the American Institute of Architects,
but once occupied by President and
Mrs. Madlson. The White House and
Arlington are also among his paint-
ings. But he hug not confined himself
to architectural themes. Some of his
most pleasing pictures are of pure
landscape and of flowery, old-fashioned
gardens. He has a winter sunset among
his paintings which is strikingly love-
ly as well as true, and he has a picture
of a garden in the Berkshires gor-
geous with blossoming phlox which is
most engaging.

The charcoal drawings also are very
attractive, Mr. Key iz an excellent
draughtsman, and he handles this me-
dlum pecullarly well.

As a boy of fourteen years John Ross
Key entered the office of the TUnited
States coast survey as a draughtsman.
Being ordered to New York, he began
sturdying art in the nlght school of the
Natlonal Academy of Design, and this
determined his eareer. During the
ecivil war he served in the Confederate
army as a lieutenant of engineers.
Since then he has lived the roving life
of an artist, going from place to place
and painting where and as he willed—
now in New England, then in the mid-
dle west, occasionally on the Pacifle
const, and then agaln far east, Much
of his time has been spent painting for
publication. At each of the exposi-
tions he made a series of pictures
which may now he regarded In the
1ight of historleal data—in fact, one of
these series is8 now owned by the His-
torical Soclety of Buffalo.

Since Mr. Key's return to this ¢ty a
few vears agoe he has painted and pub-
lished a whole series of pictures of
publle and histerie buildings in and
about Washington, which have bheen
widely circulated, and are well known,
This work is of a unique and Interest-
ing type, and
artistic, proving even in this field the
superiority of the trained skill of the
artist over the mechanical processes of
photography.

Mr. Key's exhibition is open to the
publie, and will well repay the wvisitor.

Is both accurate andi

2 NEWS AND NOTES OF ART A

D ARTISTS

]IN the Niepold Gallery, on H street,
the Sketch Club is holding its first
exhibition, and showing quite a large
and comprehensive collection of its
members’ works., The sketches, all
made in the class at its once-a-week
evening sessions, are in all kinds of
mediums, and in even more numerous
and varied styles. Some are in black
and white, charcoal, pencil, crayon and
pen and ink; others are in colored
chalks, while yvet others are in water
colors, oils and pastel‘a. All are, as it
were, impressions directly rendered,
and are therefore spirited and signifi-
cant. A single group, in one frame,
conspicuously placed, is by the late
James Henry Moser, one of the first,
and untll his health failed one of
most enthusiastic members of the club,
These are all in pencil, and are models
of their kind, subtle and yet strong;
full of character and delightfully per-
sonal—just what every sketch should
be. On mecount of the interest that this
exhibition has awakened, It has been
decided to continue it another week,
closing next Saturday evening, instead
of, as was originally planned, last
night.

habind

*

*x ¥
HE exh.bition of Scotch, Irish and
English garden pictures by Misa
Mary Helen Carlisle of London, which
opened in the Moore gallerles Easter
Monday, will also continue during the
present week. One gets, immediately
upon entering the gallery wherein
these plctures are displayed, an inpres-

slon of warm, sunny color, and is
straightway enveloped by the atmos-
phere of the Britlsh Isles.

This sunniness and illusion of atmos-
phere are the characteristic notes in
Miss Carlisle’'s work. She does not paint
gardens with the thought of pattern;
she does not paint flowers merely as
flowers, but she does render the feeling
of the place as seen out of doors.

But Miss Carlisle is not merely a
painter of gardens; before she made
this her specialty she had won distinc-
tion as a mininture painter, and some
examples of this branch of her work
are now on view with the garden pic-
tures in the Moore galleries. There s
one of Queen Victoria, done from sit-
tings, which is particularly satisfac-
tory, showing the gueen whom all so
loved and revered seated at her desk,

writing. Another is of a little child, of
one and one-half years, all Iin white
and against a white background—beau-
tifully painted. 1t was this studled,
tried skill, manifested in her miniature
painting, which evidently enabled Miss
Carlisle to win success in the broader,
swifter work out of doors and on
canvas.

*

* %

N the Hall of the Americas at the

Pan-American Union there is on exhi-
bition a group of palintlngs by Alfred
Helsey, a Chilean artist, who has won
much distinctlon as s palnter of land-
srape in his own, to us, far-off land. The
exhibition will continue until April
25, Helsey is of English par-
entage, but studied in Valparaiso, and
has made his way without the aid of
academies or regard to tradition. His
pictures have found their way into the
Paris Salon and the Royal Academy, as
well as exhibition galleries in Santiago,
Buenos Aires, Rio de Janeiro, New York
and Boston. They are hot a little in
the style of some of our own -early
painters” work, rather typographical
and literal, but decidedly interesting.
One of the most striking and beautiful
represented the full moon in a partly
clouded sky as seen at Limache—a pic-
ture of rare and lovely quality, regard-
less of place. Another, entitled “Sunset
Over the Maipo Valley," was also not-
able for the rendering of an unusual
effect of light. This, moreaver, gave
an impressive plcture of the grandeur
of Chilean scenery. In some of the
other renderings he was less fortunate,
but an artist's power must always be
judged by his best.

As a producing fleld South America in
art has until quite recently been given
little or no consideration. In the Pan-
ama-Pacific exposition, however, Ar-
gentina is sald to make an excellent
showing in painting and sculpture, as
well as architecture, and now Chile is
seen to have come to the fore. Here is
promise of American art of quite @ new
type and from an unexpected quarter.

*

* k
RS. H. K. BUSH-BROWN has lately
painted a portrait of her father,
Prof. J. 0. Lesley, which has been pur-
chased for the University of Pennsyl-
vania, in which for many years he oc-
cupied the chalr of geology and was
dean of the scientitic faculty. It is a
replica of one by the same artist which

hangs in the library of the American

Philosophlical Society in Philadelphia.
To this portrait an honorable mention
was awarded when exhibited in the
Pennsylvania Academy some vears ago.
It represents FProf. Lesley seated out
of doors. In his right hand he holds a
scientific brochure, half opened, but his
glance is directed toward the observer
and the expression is one of alert at-
tention.

This portrait, purposed for the Penn-
sylvania Academy, with several smaller
portraits in pastel and minfatures, will
be informally exhibited in Mrs. Bush-
Brown's studio Wednesday, April 14,
from 3 to 7 o'clock.

*
* ¥

NEXT Wednesday evening Joseph

Linden Smith wil! deliver a lecture
on “Pageantry” before the Washington
Society of the Fine Arts in the auditorium
of the National Museum. Mr. Smith
was director of ths pageant of St
Louis, given about a year ago, which
is said to have been one of the most
splendid spectacles of the kind ever
presented, He is well known as an
artist, having made & specialty of re-
producing in a manner guite his own
beautiful antique works found in Egypt
and the far east. One of these paint-
ings is in the Corcoran Gallery's per-
manent collection. A number are now
constituting a special exhibition in the
Museum of Fine Arts, HBoston. These
are done with the knowledge of the
archeologist and the feeling and skill
of the artist. Mr. Smith i85, as mMay
‘well be inferred, alsou something of a
traveler and explorer, and has assisted
in making some important “finds” in
Ezypt. He is also, and perhaps above
all, a most excellent masier of cere-
monies, no matter what the occasion
may be, whether a children's party, an
artists’ revel or a civic pageant. This
is the last lecture in the Washington
Soclety of the Fine Arts' course for the
present Season on “The Art of Today.”
From the qualilications of the lecturer
it would seem to premise an appropri-
ate and successful finish.

& =
HE art talk at the Corcoran School
will be given tomorrow (Monday)
afternoon by Ruel Pardee Tolman, who
is a member of the faculty. The sub-
ject will be “Present Reproductive
Methods.” LEILA MECHLIN,

to nexlect the study of Heinrich von

Mreitschke's works,

IN THE OREGON €COUNTRY. By
Georse Palmer Putnam, author ".f,
T Zouthland of North Americi,
et Introduction by James Withy-
rombe, Governor of Oregon.  1llus-
trated. New York: G. P Putuamsi
sons. )

This gulde through the Oregon coun- |
try possesses in full the real m:t-f:f-
dour +oirit.  Somewhere within him,
too, there i un inexhaustible spring of
enthusiaem for the wonderland of the
i zeneral, and the same

Pacific ooast

tinetured with true love for the Ore-
gon region in pmrticular. Companion-
®bie as an old and friendly shoe, he
leads his reader over the monntains,
and up the rivers, and throungh the

caverns, and across the slopes of Ore-
gon, showing him along the way homes
in the making, roads a-building, farms
and pastures and orchards spreading
wide. In easy dramatic shifts he slips
back and forth hetween ploneer days
and the present. At somea spot of un-
usual charm, prideful showman that
he I8, he crowds a good part of Earope
fnto this commonwealth of Oregon,
pointing the reader, for example, to
the broad, rich valley of the William-
ette. whose beauty of hill and dale and

mountain is from one angle or at one
moment like the “tranqull charm of
Buffolk.” or the “ragged pleturesque-

ness of Scotland,” or the “pastoral vis-
tas of Swedish lowlands” or the ‘“sar-
passing skylines of Norway.” And be-
sirle this charm of scenery and natu-
ral beauty Mr. Putnam has gathered
for the reader a wealth of Indlan
Jegend and lore, by which the gilgantic
movements of nature here are explain-
ed in the death struggles of Titans for
the possession of the earth. The il-
Justrations are exactly what they
ought to be to match this kind of guide
book. And the whole is fresh, big,
pleturesque, inviting.

GETTING A WRONG START. A Troth-
Autoblograpky. New York: The
mcmillnn Company.

It is said of this book that it was
written by a1 well known author who,
for reasons of his own, keeps hils lden-
tity, in this case, to himself. Whether
or not this be so is not important.
What does matter, however, is that this
s & record which in its earller parts
might be paralleled In its essentials
by thousands of concrete cases. Prob-
ably there | no more common person-
al and social malady than the wrong
start in life. To be sure, most people
have a job, but how many fAnd their
work? Luckily for this man, he failed
and falled on one job after another,
until at thirty-two, and eight years
after he was out of college, there was
nothing more to lose, Then, with
nothing to lose, fear naturally left
him. And that was the point at which
he turned to what ne knew what his
own work. And he goes on_to tell Just
what it meant to stand by it through
the ups and downs of its exactions and

rivations, which, hard as they were,

eld for him the glorious sense of be-
ing one with this thing that he was
meant to do. If there is a bigger ad-
wventure than this, one wonders what it
can be, If there is a bigger atory to
tell, one wonders what it {s. As a mat-
ter of course one does not know how
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66 HAVE started to commute
H again,” announced the Solid
itizen, impressively, as he and

the Observer met on the Avenue. He
wagged his finger with a solemnity
that signified his bellef that he was
performing a great rite in commuting.

“Why commute?’ inguired the Ob-
server, mildly. *“I have mever followed
that idea closely, but it seems o me,
from what I've heard, that commuting
consists chiefly of getting up the night
before in order to reach your destina-
tion some time the next day. Am 1
right?"

“Of course not,” repliled the Solid
Citizen, emphatically. *“You have the
usual idea of commuting, which, like
most usual fdeas, is utterly wrong.”

“Let me hear the great truths that I
see are crowding your bosom,” pleaded
the Observer.

The Solid Citizen waved a wide and
expansive hand, taking in, at one gen-
erous gesture, the whole of creation.

“This is the glorious spring,” =said
he, in a pulpy, poetic voice, "when the
little songbirds begin to sing in
the——"

“Look here,” said the Observer sharp-
ly, “the court is willing to hear any
Informative testimony for the defense,
but it will be hanged if it {s going to
listen to verse.”

= ¥

But the Solid Citizen went on, en-
tranced by the sound of his own voice,

“In the woodland glades,” he con-
tinued, “where hide the beautiful low-
ers that soon will arise to give joy to
the world "

“Why are they hiding?' asked the Ob-
server. "“Are the police after them?"

That jolt brought the Solld Citizen
back to earth.

“Well, if you don't want to hear,” he
sald, sulkily.

“We started to talk about commut-
ing,” reminded the Observer, “and TI'll
be blessed If I see why it's necessary
to drag in a lot of natural history.
Suppose £

He got no further. The Solld Citizen
started caroling agaln.

“l arise at 6:30,”" he commenced. "I
eat breakfast = I

“That's nothing,” replled the Ob-
server, "I do that same thing myself.”

5 promptly at 7 o'clock,” went on
the Solid Citizen. *““Then I stroll through
the flelda and pastures, wondering at
the marvels of a beneficent Nature. I
examine the horses and the cows and
the pigs and the bulbs and the rest of
the things around the place. The call
of the rooster arouses me.”

“I'll bet it does,” thought the Ob-
server, although he didn't dare to say

morning until it comes time to take my
car and go to the city.” The Solld Clti-
zen's voice, at the conelusion of his psalm
of praise, took on a note like that of the
triumphant bugle. He paused until he
could get his breath and uttered his epi-

logue.
“You should come into the country,”
said he. *Tt Is the only life.

A glowing picture, truly: one that
lingered in the mind. How glorious to
escape the din, the dirt and madness of
the city—to arlise of a bright spring morn-
ing while a gentle breeze fluttered the
curtaing and a =mell of growing things
called laggards into the open sunshine.

Then the evenings—the brilliant sunset,
fading slowly into oranges and reds, until
night's myriad workmen had painted all
the world a =oft gray, which soon de-
parted as the moon arose. A walk along
a stretch of sandy white rond with only
the moon for company, while Innumerable
little creatures of the night sang their
eerie melody of young life which will
never die.

*
* %

The Observer, aimlessly following his
dreams, had already furnished a small
cottage—one of those delightfully myth-
leal structures which are small and com-
fortable and are possessed of climbing
roees and are without sundry inquisitive
bugs—when his meditations were abruptly
ended by the sound of a gruff voice. It
was the voice of A man with a grievance,
Looking up he saw Smith, a dour, long-
nosed, stoop-shouldered man.

“H'are you?' asked Smith, in a voice
which indicated his hope that the Ob-
server was suffering from some incurable
disense. Then he did a remarkable thing.
He lifted his head as does the mournful
hound dog when it utters its sorrowful
plaint to the moon. He closed his eyes
and opened his mouth to its fullest ex-
tent. The Observer could see his larynx.
From his open mouth came frightful

sounds.

“A-a-zh  who-0-0-0!" he ehrieked,
“0O-oh ka-chew! A-g-ah WHOOSH-0-O!"
The last was uttered in a rising

crescendo that amounted almost to a
scream. Having completed these exer-
cises, Smith produced a handkerchief and
mopped his weeping eyes. He touched
the end of his red nose, and was himself

n

“l have just been thinking,” sald the
Observer, after the noise had ceased, “that
it would be a magnificent idea for me to
become a commuter. Heautiful thoughts
have come to me. How inspiring to live
the natural life——"

The Observer halted abruptly and
started back in amazement. Smith's at-
titude was undeniably truculent.

“Let me tell you," said Smith, fiercely,
“that just because I happen to have
the worst cold in the city of Washing-
ton, D. C, I don't propose to be made

fun of."
“Great goats, man!” said the Ob-
server, hewildered. “Why burst forth

llke an amateur volcano because I
mentioned the glorlies of commuting?"

many fine books this “popular novelist”
bas written, but it is perfectly safe to

it.
“And wo 1 enjoy the finest hours of the |

“There was something funny about

the way yvon said it,” said Smith, wip-
Ing his nose again with an air of pro-
found suspicion.

“There was nothing funny about It
at all" replied the Observer. heatedly.
“T talked to a man not long ago who
painted a powerful picture of the joys
of the countryv at springtime.”

“Oh,” said Smith, bitterly, “he did,
difd he? Well, all I've got to say is that
I wish he had my cold. Talking about
commuting 2T

Here Smith fell to growling away in
an inarticulate fashion. The Observer
caught such phrases as “blasted idiot,"”
“blamed ehump” and more to that gen-
eril effect.

*
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“Don't talk to me!” growled Smith.
“Lemme tell you that this happy-
spring-in-the-country stuff is all rot.'

He fairly bellowed the last word. He
sneezed again. As a sneezer the Ob-
server is willing to back Smith against
any man in the country.

“l went into the country early,” re-
sumed Smith, after a time. I thought
it would be a good idea to get a start
on my vegetables. For the first week
or so everything was filne. I pranced
to the station llke a young buck. I
was idiot enough to believe that the
sort of weather would last forever.

“One morning not long age I got up,
looked outside, thought, by George,
that the second flood had come on the

earth. HRaln was coming down llke
Ningara Jjust after the ice Dbreaks.
Nevertheless 1 dressed in my old

clothes, put on rubbers and a rain-
cout and started for the car.”

“You didn’t eat breakfast?' (This is
unusual in Smith.)

“Wait until you see one of those
country rains,” sald Smith, acidly. “I'll
bet you won't be botherlng about
breakfast.”

The Observer awaited a contlnuation
of the narrative.

“When I reached the front door,” re-
sumed Smith, with a terseness far more
eflective than any description, “the car
was one block from the station. I live
three bloeks away. I ran for it"

No need for enlargement here; no
need of vivid adjectives or stunning
adverbs. Marathon has won Its place
a8 a historic sprint, and there are other
races. But where, in all history, will
you find a race like Smlith's? Three
blocks to go In visehl, brown mud that
is more ltke rich, thick soup than old
Mother Earth.

One could visualize Smith's start, his
face drawn in desperate determination.
One could see him sliding along from
side to slde on the moist highway, now
on the verge of total collapse as one
foot slid from under him, now righting
himself and charging on and on and on to-
ward the waiting car. One could hear
Smith’s breathing apparatus emitting
sounds not unlike those which might
come from an anclent locomotive on a
ateep grade.

The Observer, as he gazed at thils
mental plcture conjured up by Smith's
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simple words, felt a desire to shake this
great man by the hand and congratu-

late him. By all the rules of the game
perseverance and stamina surely en-
abled him to make his car.
-
* %
Then came the explosion.
“I missed it,”" said Smith, bitterly.
“Missed it by three minutes.”™
The Observer gasped feebly as the

monstrous injustice of the thing struck
him.

“T was steaming,” continued Smith;
“steaming like a horse, Just then I
recalled that it would be thirty-five
minutes before my next car came along.
There was nothing to do but wait. So
I sat down in that half-baked station
and prepared to walit.

“Some amiable fool wandered up. He
was chewing a straw. He said:

“ ‘Right smart rain today.'

“I tried sarcasm. 1 said to him:

" *‘Yes, T have noticed it

“My remark bounded off his thick
skull like a tennis ball.

‘'l reckon most people would,’ he
suld. Then he added that I looked wet.
Mind you, I was dripping like Lthe
weekly wash.

I “Then he sought to console me.

*'This'll do the crops a lot o' good,
he said.

“Think of it! A man soaking wet in
a hard, beating rain, with a half-hour
walt for his car—a man who is without
breakfast and who knows as sure as
shooting that he’'ll miss an important
appointment—being told by a half-wit-
ted brontosaurus that the rain will help
the erops. What did 1 care about the
crops? What I wanted to do was to

get off that wet overcoat before 1
drowned In it.
“‘You live around these parts? he

asked me next.

“My patience gave way. 1 arose and
looked him in the eye. Something in
my expression must have daunted him,
for he jumped.

“‘I do llve in these parts,’ I told him.
‘And 1 want to warn you right here
and now that if you expect to live
around these parts, as I am doing, you
had better quit fooling around me on
rainy mornings.”

“He did not understand. He gave me
a hurt look as he departed for the
cross-roads store. Thers he spreag
the report that I am a dangerous main.

There was another pause while Smith
sneezed uproariously.

“In half an hour I got my car,” he
concluded, “and 1 also got this cold.”

w»

x ®
So there seemed to be two sides to
this commuting proposition. .

Some days later, in the course of his
meanderings, the Observer ran across
a cadaverous, loose-limbed Individual
whose deep affection for white chick-
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THE OBSERVER LEARNS SOMETHING OF THE JOYS OF COMMUTING
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from the S 1% €. A, There iz nothing
that he will not do for a v.hi_r.ki.-n_. f!'t.lm
bandaging its head to tucking it into
bed wt night. He can speak kindly to
an old hen and she will lay an egg for
him. It is all his wonderful way with
these fowls,

“I talked to a couple of men the
other day,” began the Observer, “about
the charm, or the lack of charm, one
might find In commuting during the
summer. (ne man burst forth into po-
etry and the other man seemed chiefly
concerned about a cold he had con-
tracted on a rainy day while racing
for his car. What is the happy medi-
um?"

The cadaverous man studied the Ob-
server thoughtfully while he rubbed
his chin.

“Both of these men,” he sald at last,
“have missed the real meaning of com-
muting. They are, I imagine, a pair of
glorified greenhorns. Now the real
value of commuting is that when you
once get safely out in the country you
can borrow anything you want. In
the city you¥d be shot before you'd al-
low your wife to run next door and
borrow a cup of sugar from old Mrs.
Meggs, but in the country you can drift
around and pretty nearly collect a din-
ner. Then, too, in the country on sum-
mer evenings you don't have to shut
all the windows and slowly suffocate
because some mentally deflcient per-
son across the way persists in aiming
a phonograph horn in your direction
and repeating ‘It's A Long, Long Way
to Tipperary' time after time until you
wildly begin to hope that you or the
phonograph will be in Tipperary at the
shortest possible date. Finally, there
is the question of chickens "

Here the Observer gently but firmly
shut the cadaverous man off. He is a
eood, sound, rational man on most sub-
jects, but once he gets on the subject
of domestic fowls he becomes a maniac.

-
* *

There are other things about com-
mutation that might be taken up. For
instance, there ig the man with the au-
tomoblile and his glorious spin home
through the summer dusk—=when the
rear tire does not blow up or the dif-
ferential becomes entangled with the
top of the tonneau. There is the glad-
some escape from that deadly bore who
drops in after dinner and smokes flve
of vour best cigars and drones and
drones out his opinlona of the Euro-
pean war. There is also the gentle
disappearance from the sociable pest,
who ia always anxious to go to & mov-
ing picture show or a theatrical enter-
tainment—not because the performance
Is good, but because, in his own words,
he likes to be “on the go.”

Against these might be stacked a
comprehensive fire and police depart-
ment, an occaslonal after-theater sup-
per which need not be eaten with one
eye on the clock, and the calm knowl-

ens has won him medal after medal

edge of the urbanite that he will not

/

wake up in the morning and find that
the mud has climbed over the back
porch, walked through the dining room
and is now madly trying to force its
way into the parlor.

Be a commuter? U, ves, if vou want
to. As the Observer figures it ,the
breaks are ahout even.

BOBEIE HILIL.

Old Men for Office Boys.

Prom the New Yuwrk Sun.

A Broadway business man was talk-
ing to a friend who was looking for a
good oftice boy.

“Cut out the boys," he said with con-
fidence, “and get an old man who is
willing to work for less than a man's
wages. I began it about a year ago and
1 never did a better thing.

*] got the suggestion from i man not
in business, but a physician. He had
ordered some article or other which had
not come promptly and he came in per-
son to see about it. 1 told him, which
was true, that [ had been bothered so
by changing my office boys that 1
couldn't get it to him. Then he blew
out et me and asked me why 1 didn’t
get an old man lo do office work and 1
wouldn't have any more bother.

“It looked so different at fust that |
laughed at him, but he insisted so that
it was the only cure that L conciduacd W
try it. I knew of an old chap, honest
and living with his son, doing small
jobs and helping all he could for his
keep, and I asked him how he would
like to be office boy for me. He laughed
just as I did at first, but [ insisted on
his trying it and he agreed to come and
do the best he could, but wouldn't
guarantee that he would be satisfac-
ory.

i "]:);e came the next day and though he
wasd a bit slow at first he was always
ready and willing and In a week or so
1 was so well satisfied with him that 1
wouldn't have traded him for all the
boys 1 had been bothered with for five
years. He isn't perfect, nor ls anybody
for that matter, but he is reliable and
honest; never soldiers on me, doesn’t
smoke clgarettes or read dime novels,
{sn’'t fresh around the store, i3 always
polite and is always on ume.

The Modern Child.

From Puck.
Hostess (at children's party)—How
would you children like to play Lon-

don bridge?

Miss De Style (age fourteen)—We
would much prefer a game of auction,
if you don't mind.

“] done wore out three foots of a
graveyard rabbit in de hopes of good
luck comin' my way,” said Brother
Williams, “an’ 1 des "bout come ter de
conclusion dat de only way ter git “j.m-
is ter go. ter work fer yo' livin."—

Atlanta Constitution.
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A Hearty Meal.

From the Youth's Companion.

*When I was a little girl,” says =&
friend of the Companion, I had the
honor of being introduced to Mark
Twaln. It was just before Thanksgiv-
ing, and I very proudly told him that
I was golng to spend the holiday with
my aunt in New York.

“*RHeally™ he drawled, with the most
flattering show of interest. “Well, I
hope you will feel, after dinner, just
as T did when 1 went there to a ban-
quet a few months ago.’

“0Of course ] instantly demanded to
know. ‘How was that™

“*“Very thankful,” answered Mr. Clem-
ens, with preternational solemnity.
“Very, very thankful because I still had
one article of apparel that wasn't too
tight to fit for comfort.’

“0Oh, I know, I guessed eagerly;
‘your shoes!" But the humorist shook
his head.

*'No, no,’ he corrected, with gentle

sadness, ‘'my umbrellal’ "




